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Fuse 


Author's Notes: 
ITTI. shrug 


What a place, America. For years, the five of them?in some lineup or another?had played and written and 
toured and traveled and recorded and finally pushed and pushed and pushed and pushed until anybody at all in 
the whole of Atlantic even realized they were on the label, and now, somehow, they'd wheedled themselves one 
of these label parties, these galas of legend, for their own, the fated album release, in the dead cold of a New 


York February. 


New York! Jon screeched about it through the whole flight and through the entire day leading up to it. What a 
place! What a time! What an event! All for us! We've done it! 


And then the time came, and he'd worked himself into such a delight that he could only think to share it with 
Chris. He sank into a corner of the room of some professional schmoozer's designated party palace and 
crushed his cup between his hands, watching him. He could barely see over the crowd. Thank goodness they 
made boots with a lift in his size, at least, but he still had to stand on his toes, and even then, he could only 


make out the wisps at the very top of Chris’ head. Futile. 


A time like this called for celebrations, did it not? Jon puffed himself up and set to squeezing his way through 


the masses, pardoning as he went, until he reached Chris’ side. 

Of course he had to deal with a moment of small talk with assorted industry folks, the heys and hellos and 
congratulations of the habitat. But he could steer the conversation away from himself and Chris long enough 
to get his opportunity. When the others turned to focus on one another, Jon gestured Chris down low enough 
to whisper in his ear, "This is such a special right, Christopher." 

"Been working for it a long time, haven't we?" Chris replied. "Wouldn't want to share it with anyone but you." 


Jon hugged his own shoulders, shrugging into a grin. "Oh, I'm going to just die if | don't get a kiss from you." 


Chris hesitated for a moment, a long moment. He kept his eyes on the others when he leaned in and replied, 


"We're in public, Jon" 

And he left it at that. Jon couldn't even give him a proper pout before the promo chatter resumed anew. 

Jon stomped off. If Chris couldn't see his glowering, then he could at least hear it. 

So Jon returned to his corner. He entertained, briefly, the notion of tracking down Steve or Tony or Bill 
somewhere in the room and at least getting his mind off so rude a response, but his feet never moved. He 
stayed in place, and he followed the top of Chris‘ hair over to the bar. 

He couldn't think over the sound of his own voice echoing through the speakers all around the party. Every 
thought centered on Chris, the terrible man he was, denying him, shoving him into that corner. Jon didn't want 
anything unreasonable. 

He sighed at himself when he stormed off to join him a second time. 

Now, at least, Chris stood unaccompanied. He seemed to have ordered himself a drink, and he waited for it to 
come to him. Jon took the chance to brush himself up against Chris' side, the kind of motion the outside would 
mistake for the result of the crowd. 


But Chris knew, and he looked down at him, eyes settling on the jut of his hip. "Awfully forward. Beauty." 


"You really wouldn't just give me one little kiss? To celebrate?" Jon asked, for compromise's sake dropping his 


voice to a whisper. 
"Like | said," he replied, and he took his wine from the bartender and nodded in thanks. "We're in public." 


Chris turned around. He set off to abandon Jon there, clear as day. But driven to a furious pout, thoughts 


drowned away in the recording of his own voice?and Chris’ in the background contributing to the torturous 


harmony?Jon stepped forth and seized the fabric of Chris‘ shirt. It made him turn around, if nothing else. 
Jon had to shove his voice into that whisper. "I'll suck you in the men's room." 

An eyebrow rose. Chris made not a single other movement. "Oh?" 

"| need something," he begged. "Whatever you want. Please? l'm losing my mind, | am." 


"You poor thing, what bad timing," Chris said. He stepped away so his shirt yanked free of Jon's grip, and he 


waved his hand in the air. "You've been so polite, though. You can wait just a little longer, can't you?" 


Amid the crowd, Jon couldn't even unleash upon him a string of shouts and insults. He could have detonated. He 


stomped back to his corner. 


A little longer, indeed. An hour, maybe a bit more if Jon wanted to lend himself a bit of generosity, and only 
because he couldn't see Chris anymore. He burnt there. Charred. He couldn't take any of the compliments that 
the other partygoers threw his way, and he certainly couldn't handle the sound of his own recording. He 
remembered himself and Chris singing it all together in the studio, and the way they'd take off at every 
opportunity to at least hold onto each other for a while, because Chris had made it so apparent that he took 
issue with not touching him. Jon took no comfort in the memory. Not now that he threw himself in Chris’ 


direction and received nothing in return. 
Could have detonated. 


As soon as he discerned the summit of that figure of his standing alone beside a table, Jon called himself 
stupid, but he charged up to him. He would have taken the wine glass right out of Chris' hand if he hadn't set 
his mind on keeping in place every last aphrodisiac aid at his disposal. What a sad task, he thought. 


Chris said nothing when he approached. He hung on there, just leaning against the table, barely even holding 
onto his glass. Jon stood stiff at the opposite side of the table, arms crossed, looking out at the other 
partygoers. If Chris could bleed self-satisfaction, so could he. 

"You can have me," Jon said, tightening his lips between each word, each pause. His fingers trembled in place. 
"That's cute," Chris replied. 

"Whatever you want, I'll do it. | just need it now." 

"No, Jon, listen to me," he said, eyes set dead out into the crowd before them, voice as even and hushed as if 


telling him what he'd done about dinner. Jon started to peek at him from the corner of his eye, then the rest 
of his head followed, and he stared. 


"We're going to wait until we get back to the hotel," Chris went on. "You're going to keep your lips shut and to 
themselves until then, because when we get there, I'm going to throw you right onto the bed like an old coat 
and I'm going to rip every piece of clothing off of you with my bloody teeth if | have to and you aren't even 
going to need to use your mouth because you're going to be so worked up by the time | flip you over that 
you'll come the second | go in and you're going to love it anyway. You're going to love it anyway because you 
begged for it just like | wanted you to. Now put yourself back together, l'm going to go remind our label that 
we exist" And he took one quick sip of his wine and strode off bright-eyed and smiling, waving his way into a 
circle of suits. 


Jon watched dizzy sparkles fade from his eyes. He tasted iron on his lips and wondered when he'd started 


biting them. 


Of course Chris would plan it all out. By this point in the evening, Jon could only hope to prove him right. Later. 
That's when he would detonate. 


